The Audience
Alighting from their palanquins, the party entered the main
building and found themselves in a hall where a company of the
bodyguard, in this case Burmese mercenaries, were drawn up.
These men conducted them into a second hall, where a company
of Upper Indian mercenaries, probably Pathans, was posted.
Thence they moved into a third hall in which were waiting a
number of courtiers. After salutations had been exchanged, the
Comptroller went up to a small door, on which he knocked three
times, pausing after each knock. At the third knock, a shutter
above was opened and * an ancient humpbacked eunuch looked
out'. He was a hideous creature and he shouted at the Comp-
troller: 'What do you mean, battering at the door of the Lord of
Life!' Somewhat taken aback, the Comptroller replied meekly
that he had orders to introduce the two Portuguese strangers now
with him. For answer the eunuch slammed the shutter in his face.
This unpleasant reception caused everyone in the room to fall
nervously on their knees. Presumably the janitor had received no
instructions to admit anyone. What was to be done? There was
dead silence. Manrique let his eyes wander round the hall. It
looked as if an enchantment held the company. Not a sound was to
be heard in the strange place. The kneeling figures, the stillness,
the dreadful face at the shutter, recalled to his mind scenes from
the romances of the period, stories of magicians and dragons,
dwarfs and ogres.
From these dreaming thoughts he was presently aroused by the
appearance of a beautiful girl at the shutter. She was dressed in
embroidered white silk edged with pearls, and in' her black hair
was a bunch of white jasmine. With a laughing face she repeated
a phrase of verse:
Be welcome as the rednfarmers long for,
When their ricefields are parched in the sun.
Happy strangers, welcome to a smile
From the mouth of the Everlasting Lord of Life.
Immediately, the door was opened, not by the disgruntled
porter, but by a party of stoutish women, who may have been an
Amazon guard. Manrique found himself in another large hall^ at
the end of which^ looking down on them, as it were from a win-
dow, he saw a youngish man. Immediately, the Comptroller fell
on his knees and elbows, with his palms together, and touched the
floor thrice with his forehead—the ceremonial skt-ko, very similar
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